THE  TURBULENT   GODDESS

experience was an amusing adventure. She had never expected,
she said, that the human brain could be capable of devising so
many questions.

They had asked her if she was a classical dancer. "I do not
know/' she answered, "because my dancing is personal/'

"What do you look like when you dance?"

"I have never seen myself dance!"

I readily believe that the session was as baffling to the investi-
gators as to Isadora.

One of the reporters broke in on her account of the inquiry
with a point-blank question. "Are you a Communist?" he de-
manded.

"Rot!" she exploded. "Rot, rot, rot!"

One-Woman Parade

*>

When the ferry docked, a crowd was waiting. Isadora stepped
off and, grandly gesturing the taxicabs aside, she set forth on foot
to the Waldorf-Astoria. In her red-leather Russian boots and Rus-
sian caracul hat, with her startling red hair and her long cape flying,
she inarched from the Battery up Broadway, up Fifth Avenue, a
triumphal parade of one, with me, Modeste Altschuler the Russian
Symphony Orchestra conductor, and even young Essenine panting
behind her free-striding, heroic figure.

At the Carnegie Hall box office, meanwhile, the treasurers sud-
denly found themselves very busy indeed. Thanks to the United
States Government and the New York newspapers, three per-
formances were sold out within the next twenty-four hours.

At the first performance in Carnegie Hall the following Satur-
day Isadora made her first speech.

"Why must I go to Moscow after illusions that don't exist when
you in America also need the dance for your children? Why does
not America give me a school? America has all that Russia has not!
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